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to put one's knees under a table and eat with knife and
fork.
But I had long dreaded the moment that we should
stop travelling, for I had realized the strain and reaction
of inactivity. I was fit and hard, and as the days passed,
my body clamoured for the physical activity to which it
had become accustomed. We were not allowed out. It
became terrible to be shut away from the sun and the air
and the open night sky full of stars. My body, as
it were, crept with energy revolting against restraint
and confinement. I paced up and down like a wild
animal unable to keep still.
Gradually we settled down into the monotony of a
prisoner's life in which the day's work is the getting
through it. Our guards were quaint old reservists,
dressed in shabby blue uniforms that had shrunk ridicu-
lously up their arms and legs. They wore for their
equipment a belt with a cartouche box and carried old
rifles that were more noisy than dangerous. These
were given to them on the policy that they were sufficient
to sound the alarm but useless to us, if we made a dash
for liberty.
The guards were terribly afraid of us when we first
arrived. We were, I think, to them something strange,
half wild animals and half superior beings which might
do something unusual, but which they had at all costs
to keep safe. They could never have prevented our
breaking out, but their guns would have alarmed the
countryside which was full of soldiers, armed police
and gendarmes. The sergeant in charge was a little
fellow of fifty, whom we nicknamed " Puck." On the